We Will Remember Them /

THE DAY OF THE FLYING GHOSTS

" In Victory, it is so easy to forget/*

XX7HEN the drums beat and troops swing jauntily past
* in a triumphal march, there is but a little time to go
before even the bemedalled hero becomes the Club bore.
And, in this story, my hero has no medals, and not even
a pretty uniform. He was just a civilian, not very young,
who suddenly found himself " In the lost battle, borne
down by the flying, . . , "

At such a time, the naked stuff of a man's soul shows
clear.

Flushed and barbarous Japanese troops, red-handed
from victory and debauch, had been crammed into
transports and shipped down to New Guinea. Only a
very little ahead of their coming, the news flashed through
to the white settlements oii the island,that they were on
their way.

New Guinea is not a civilized place, with ordinary,
means of transport. There are no railways inland, and
no roads. Because gold occurs there, men and women
have gone by air, cleared stretches of jungle, and established
communities whose only way to the outside world is by
flying.

Think what it would mean to white people to be caught
by victory-drunk yellow soldiers in those places, from
which there would then be no escape, and where the
invaders would know that no whisper of their doings
would ever emerge to civilization!

The aircraft in New Guinea at that time consisted
mainly of patched-up old buses used for transporting
provisions and machinery from goldfield to goldfield.
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